
fore I lay that enr, Marsh, into the bad way ever sine in and out of faint
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Tot' stiweo m.
Tea kisses see! Vy head had dropped lew

oa reur Imsl,
ITiUi a forliug of .belter and infinite real.
Wltilf it holy emotion aiv toague dsrrd not

peak
Flutbeu up like a tame from say heart to

air rtteck.
Your anu held sae ft oh, your arm were

Mbold!
Bean beat against heart in that passionate

bold;
Tour glomes nermed drawing uiy soul

through mine eve
As the win draws the mist from the sea to

I be tV,..
And reur lips clung to mine, till I prayed

in mr bliss
Tbey might never unclasp from that passion- -

ate kit.
You kimed me! My heart, and my breath,

and my will
a drlirioui Joy for the moment stood still.

Life bad tor me then no temptations, no
ebarmn.

No vista o( pleasure outside of your arms.
And were I this instant an angel, possessed
Ot tbe glory and peace that are v'iven the

lilest,
would fling my wliite robes iinrepiningly

down,
And tear from my forehead its beautiful

crown,
To nestle once more in that haven of rest.
With your lips upon mine and my bead on

Tour breast.

You kissed me! My soul in a bliss so di

be his destroyer. It grasped for too asncb
sad in iu effort lost all He reached up af-

ter the scttpu-- r of universal dominion, bat
slipped end fell bacx into desolation and
baiustrj.ent. The American ship, damaged
of the storm, to-d- puts up ia St Helena
sod the crew go up to see tne spot where the
French exile expired in loneliness and dis-
grace, the mightiest of all Samsons shorn of
his locks by ambition, that most merciless
of all Deiiiuhs.

I have not time to enumerate. Evffl as-
sociations, sudden successes, spend-thri- ft

habit, miserly proclivities and dissipation
are the names of some ot the shears with
whicu men are every day made powerless.
Tbey have strewn the earth with the car-eas-

of giaut and filled the great prison
house with destroyed Samsons, who sit
grinding the mills of despair, tbeir locks
shorn and their eyes out. If parents only
knew to what temptations their children
were subjected they would be more earnest
in their prayers and more careful about
their example. No young man escapes
having the pathway of sin pictured in
bright colors before him.

The first time 1 ever saw a city it was
tbe city of Philadelphia I was a mere lad.
1 stopped at a hotel, and I remember in tha
eventide a corrupt man plied me with his
infernal art He saw i was green. He
wanted to show me the sights of the town.
He painted the path of sin until it looked
like emerald; butt was afraid of him. I
shoved back from the basilisk. I made up
my mind he was a basilisk. I remember
how he reeled his chair round in front of
me and with a concentrated and diabolical
effort attempted to destroy my soul; but
there were good angels in the air that
night It wus no good resolution on my
part but it was the all encompassing grace
of a good God that delivered me. Hew are I

beware O young man !

There is a way that scemeth right unto a
man, but the end thereof is death. If all
the victims of an impure life in all lands
and ages could be gathered together, they .

would make a host vaster than that which
Xerxes led across tho Hellespont, than
Tiniour led across India, than William the
Conqueror Ion across England, than Abou-Bo-

led across Syria; and if thoy could be
stretched out in single tile across this con-

tinent I think tbe vanguard of the host
would stand on tho beach of tho Pacifio
while yet the rear guard stood on the beach

many a year, ottering Itself ia every sylla-
ble, a dignity that caaaot be dethroned,
united wan tee playfuiiiess that will not be
checked, ber band tbe charm that will in-

stantly take pain out of the child's
wound, ber presence a per-

petual beneuictoa, ber name our de-

fense when we are tempted, her
memory an outgushing well of tears
and congratulation and thanksgiving, ber
neivea a palm waving and a coronal; tnea
there is just xs great an influence ia the
op'xisite direction in the bad mother her
biow beclouded with uugovorned passion,
her eyes llasiiiug with uusanctined tire, her
lips the laiuntaiu ot frctfulness and de-

pravity, her example a mildew and a blast-
ing, her name a disgrace to coming genera-
tions, her memory a signal for nitterest
anathema, ber eternity a whirlwind and a
suffocation and a darkness. One wrong
headed, wrong hearted mother may ruin
one child, and that one child, grown up,
may destroy a hundred people and tbe hun-
dred Must a thousand, and Ihe thousand a
million. Tho wile's sphere is a realm ot
honor und power almost unlimited. What
a hlessiug was Sarah to Abraham, was
Dewrah to Lapidoth, was Zipporah to
Musci. was Hulduh to Shallum. .

There :ire multitudes of men in the marts
of ir.:ile whose fortunes have been the re-
sult of a wife s frugality. Four hands have
been achieving thai isuite, two at tbe store,
two at the home. The burdens of life are
comparatively light when there are other
hands to help us lift them. The greatest
dilrculties have often slunk away because
there were four eyes to look them out of
countenance. What care you for bard
kuocks iu the world as long us you have a
bright domestic circle for harbor I One cheer-
ful word in the evening tido as you come
iu has silenced the clamor of unpaid notes
and tho disappointment of poor invest
incuts. Your table may be quile frugally
spread, but it seems mora beautiful to you
tuan many tables that smoke with venison
and blush with Hurgumly. Peace meets
you at the door, sits beside you at tbe table,
lights up the evening stand, and sings in the
nursery. You havo seen an aged couple
who for scores of years have helped each
other on in bid's pilgrimage going down the
sleep of years. Long association has made
them ltt.ich alike Thoy rejoiced at the
sauie advent, they bent over the same cra-
dle, they wept at the same grave. In the
evening they sit quietly thinking of the
past, mot her knitting at the stand, father in
iiis arm chair at tho lire.

Now and then a grandchild comes and
they look at him with alTcction untold and
como well nigh spoiling him witli kindness.
Tho life currents boat foebly in their pulses
and their work will soon bo done and tbe
iSiastcr will cull. A few short days may
separate them, but, not fur apart in time of
departure, they join each other on the other
side the Hood. Side by side let Jacob and
ltuchcl bo buried. Let one willow over-
arch their graves. Let their tombstones
stand alike marked with tbe sumo Scripture.
Children and grandchildren will come in
the spring time to bring flowers. The
patriarchs of the town will come and drop
a tear over departed worth. Sido by side
at the marriage altar. Side by side In the
long journey. Side by side in thoir graves.
After life's fitful fever they sleut well.

But there are, us my suoject suggests,
domestic scenes not so tranquil, n hat a
curse to Job and Potiphnr were their com-
panions, to Ahab was Jezebel, to Jehoram
w;is Athaliah. to John Wesley was Mrs.
Wesley, to Samson was Delilah, While
the most, excellent and triumphant exhibi-
tions of character wo find among the
Women of history, and the world thrills
with tho names ot .Mario Antoinette and
Josephine, and Joan of Arc and Maria
Theresa and hundreds of olhers, who have
ruled in tho brightest homes and sung the
sweetest cantos, enchanted the nations
with thoir urt and swayed the mightiest of
scepters, on the other hand the names
of Mary tho first of England, Marga-
ret of France, Julia of Home and Elizabeth
Pctrowna of liussia havo scorched the eye
of history with their abominations, and
their names, like banished spirits, have
gone shrieking and cursing through the
world. In femalo biography wo find the
two extremes of excellence and crime.
U oman stands nearest tho gato of heaven

DANCER FROM DELILAHS.

Dr. Talma gs Talks of "The 8bora Locks

of Samson."

ome of the Wsys ia Which Strong Ken Oct
Their Locks Shorn The Earth Filled with
Carcasses of Oiants A Warning to Yoang
Men.

In his discourse of last Sunday in Brook-
lyn Tabernacle, Rer. T. DeUitt Talmage
spoKemost eloquently on the snares and
temptations ot lire to a large audience. His
text was Judges XVI, 5. "Entice him, and
see wherein his great strength lieth, and by
what means we may prevail against him,
that we may bind him to afflict him; unci
we will give thee every one of us eleven
hundred nieces of silver." The sermon
wus as follows:

One thousand rounds, or about five thou-
sand dollars of our money, were inns offer-
ed for the c apture of a giant. Jt would
take a skillful photographist to piulura
Samson as be really was. The most facile
words are not supple enough to describe
him. He was a niunt and a child; the con-
queror and tho del'eated; a'ulo to snap a
lion's )aw, and yet captured by the sinh of
a maiden. He was ruler ami slave; a com-
mingling of virtue ami vice, the sublime
and ridiculous; sharp eiiourn to
make a riddle, uud yet weak enough to bo
caught in the most superficial ai ratairem :
honest enough to settle his dobt, uud vet
outrageously robbing comeoraly else to get
the material to pay it; a miracle and a
scoffing; a crowning glory and a burniug
shame. There he stands, looming up above
other men, a mountain of flesh; his arms
bunched with muscle that cun lift the gaio
of a city; taking an attitude deliantof urui-e-

men and wild beasts. His hair hud nev-
er beeu cut, and it rolled down in seven
freat plaits over bis shoulders, adding to

and terror. The Phihsliiius
want to conquer him, and therefore they
must find out wtaera the secret of his
strength lies.

There is a woman living in the valley of
Sorek by the name ot Delilah, Thev ap-
point her an agent in the case. The l'hilis-tinesar- e

secreted in tha same building,
and then Delilah goes to worn and couxes
Samson to tell what is the secret of his
strength. "Well," hesavs, "if you should
take seven green withes, such as thev
fasten wild beasts with, and put them
around me, I should be perfectly power-
less." So she bii;.is him with tho seven
green withes. Then she claps hor hinds,
and says, "They come the Philistines!"
and he walks out as though there wore no
impediment. She coaxes him airain, and
says. "Now tell me the secret of this great
strength;" and he replies, "If you should
take some ropes that never have been used,
and tie me with them, Isliould be just liko
other men." She ties him with the ropes,
claps her hands and shouts, "They come
the Philistines 1" Ho walks out us easy as
ho did beforo not a singlo obstruction.
She coaxes him asrain, and he says, "Xow
if you should take these seven long plaits
of hair, and by this house loom weave
them into a web, 1 could not got uwuy."
So tho house loom is rolled un, and the
shuttle flies backward and forward, anil
the longolailsof hairare woven into a web.
Then she claps her hands, and suys, "Thev
come the Philistines"

He walks out us easily as be did before,
dragging a part ot the loom with him. Hut
alter awhile she persuades him to toll tho
truth. Ho says: "If you should tuk) a
razor, or shears, and cut off this long hair,
I should be povvorless, and in the hands of
my enemies.". Samson sleeps, and, that
sin) may not wako him during tho process
of shearing, help Is called in. You know
thut the barbers of the east have such a
skillful way of manipulating the head, Mint
to this very day thoy will put a man, wide
nwako, sound asleep. 1 hear the blades ot
the slioars grinding against each otlior, and
I see the long locks falling oil. The shears,
or razor, accomplishes what green withes
(Hid new ropes and house loom
could not do. Suddenly sho claps ber
hands and says: "The Philistines bo upon
thee, Samson!" Ho rouses up with a
struggle, but his strength is all tone! He
is in the hands of his enemies 1 hear tho
groan of the giant as they tuko hisoyes out,
and then I see him staggering on in his
blindness, feeling his way as ho goes on
toward tlazn. Tha prison door is opened
and the giant is thrust in. Ho sits down
and puts his hands on tho mill crank, which,
with exhausting horizontal motion, goes
day after duy, week niter week, month
after month work, work, work! The con-
sternation of tho world in captivity, his
locks shorn, his eyes punctured, grinding
corn in (iaza. In a previous sermon on this

ing nts.
"But the other man Hardman

where is her" asked Gordon, impatient-
ly. "He, no doubt, is the murderer."

"Perhaps so," said the officer, cau-
tiously. "You see, sir, wo don't know
anvthing of him only what the lady
said trie one that keeps pretty quiet
through it all. She's got a bit of 'writing
which she will have to produce at the
inquest. But here she comes, sir; she
can tell the tale better than me."

The nun retired as Mary came gliding
down the stairs. She flew into her hus-
band's arms, and began sobbing on his
breast.

He kissed her tenderlv, and she grew
more composed; then meeting his loving
gaze, she put her arm round his Deck
and commenced to sob again.

'That a right, Mary." said Gordon.
quietly, "it will do you good. Aurelia,
now is sner

Better," replied ' Mary, drying her
eyes, "but it will he a long time before
she is herself again. We have had a
dreadful night"

che was shivering miserably, and cold
as ice. Her face, pale and drawn, looked
quite careworn when she lifted it the
light.

Come in here, said Gordon, drawing
her into the dining-roo- "and tell me
all about it at least, as much as you
are able to."

I can tell vou everything," replied
Mary with a smile; "now that vou have
come I feel quite strong again.'

one iuiu nun uii mat una ueen ihiu
the reader, and we will take up the

narrative at the point where Seth Hard-ma- n

followed them into .the house.
We thought he was going to kill

us," Mary said, "but he did not mean
us harm, only he was very stern, and
brought us in here like prisoners. He
told us quile calmly that he had shot
Bowley Marsh dead, after he had tried
to shoot him unfairly, and that he
meant to get away if he could, but be-

fore going he woiild like to write down
a confession and sign it. I had already
heard it, of course, but it was news to
Aurelia, and when he had written and
begun to read it aloud she broke down;
it was a terrible story for her to hear.

lie signed ms conlession in our pres
ence, ana I witnessed it, Mary said.
'He then put this additional admission

to it."
Gordon Gray looked at the paragraph

she pointed out, and rend aloud
"It was 1 who killed Bowley juarsii.

and I alone had a hand in it. No other
person in this house had any share in
the murder directly or indirectly.

SETH xlAltDMAN.

The fellow must have had some
good in him," said Gordon, as he re-

folded and carefully placed the confes-
sion in his pocket, "and he has done a
kind thing for you and Aurelia; but lor
all that, if they catch him you will
have to give evidence that will lead him
to the scaffold,"

"I don't think I could ever do that,"
Mary said. "Of course, it was wrong of
him to kill Bowley Marsh, but but they
say, 'speak well of the dead,' but I can-
not help it he deserved his death."

"Well, we must hope Hardman will
never be found," said Gordon.

The wish of Gordon Gray came to
pass; Seth Hardman was never cap-- "

tured. Months after his escape a letter
came from him from America, addressed
to Aurelia saying that he had voluntari-
ly taken a lonely life in a far-pf- f waste,
'where no man would ever find him."

"Think of me kindly if you can," he
begged. "With all my faults, I loved
you better than my own life,"

She was abroad with Mr. and Mrs,
Be van at Nice when the letter was for-
warded on to them, and in that sunny
place was learning to forget all that
had cast so dark a shadow upon her
heart.

In the enjoyment of the wealth of
which thev had been for a time deprived,
they could now talk without pain of
the days when they had suffered from
the supposed "hoax;" and whenever
Aurelia "spoke with reproach of her
hasty marriage, she would be stopped
with the assurance that, after all, her
ends had been attained,

"You did it for our sake." Mrs. Bevan
always declared; "but for it we might
ever have remained poor."

So she has to reconcile herself to the
thought that it was all for the best, in--j
deed. She is still young: and her beauty
has not lost, but gained, by the sadness
of the past.

As for wooers, she has no lack of
them; and there is one among them,
whom she allows to linger longest by
her side, and whose presence brings a
wonderful light of joy and tenderness
to her grey eyes. Soon she will be his
wile, and all the unnappy past win
seem but the memory of a distorted
dream.

Doctor Jecks has given up his East-en- d

practice. He is growing too old to
cope with its manfold duties, and
younger men have come to take his
place.

But he has not abandoned old friends,
and may be often found in the dining-roo-

of the famous Doctor Gray, whose
practice is one of the largest in the
West-end- . And even there the poor are
not forgotten.

Among the many who are helped by
the doctor's sweet little wife is deaf Mrs.
Biddle. who, by that weary tramp
from Hackney Marshes to Cambridge
Heath, won their lasting gratitude.

Not many years have passed since
that dreadful night,, but the world has
forgotten the story of the White House
and Aurelia's strange lover.

THE END.

Shaken in the Hopper.

In the September Home-Mak- Dr.
Grace Peckham tells about some queer
superstitions relating to health. One
oC her correspondents writes: ' My
grandfather had a grist mill in the coun-

try when I was a boy living in the same
neighborhood. One winter the whooping--

cough raged among the children.
The disease was very severe in almost
every case, and the sole treatment given
to more than one little sufferer was to
bring him or her to grandfather's mill
twice each week, ana nave tne cnua
shaken in the wheat hopper over two
buns.

1 emphasize tbe word wheat, because
it would have been of no avail to put
the child into tbe corn hopper. I firmly
believe now that more children were
killed than cured by this method of
treatment, for it was a very severe
winter, and some of the children were
brought long distances in all kinds of
weather,

I remember one old man who brought
a halt-grow- crippled granddaughter,
a child very dear to him, to ba shaken
ia tbe hopper. They came one cold,
mm dot in February, the irirl In a
wheelbarrow, trundled slowly and pain
ful v alone-- over tne iroxen
The noor young creature died that
nla-h-t. and the old man always believed
that if ba bad "only tuk Lir-si-e to the
mill a leetle sooner, she'd of been cured
horel"

Character is revealed, our neighbors
find ue out. our education is aooredited
or nroved to be anurioua, by what we
say without thinking.

It la amueteK to detect character In
she vaaabular of each Mrs in, Adieo
tieee aaeHaally used, like the inevrip-tloa- a

oa a thermometer, indicate the

, grave ho dug for himaalf."

CHAPTER X.
THI DAT THAT FOLLOWED TBI HOOT. ,

The dispensary belonging to Gordon
Gray and Doctor Jecks was a busy place
earl? ia the morning, aay from nine
o'clock till eleven.

It was then that the fro patients,
troubled with small ailment, were seen
and prescribed for. There was no lack
of patronage. A cut finger, the tooth-
ache, wounds and bruises of every de-

scription, had to be attended to.
The first rule of the place was, first

come first served; and the patients
spread out like a tail from the dispen-
sary door, its length dwindling slowly as
each case received prompt attention and
was dismissed.

No infringement of this rule was al-

lowed. Any attempt on the part of a
sufferer to get in out of turn was re-

routed and effectually checked, by the
voice alone if possible, by physical force
if necessary.

This was not a matter of rare occur-
rence, and the two doctors generally al-

lowed the patients to settle the matter.
"To fight it out," as Doctor Jecks said.
"In minor cases a little excitement did a
power of good," was his opinion of the
matter.

So it chanced that when on the morn
ing after the tragic doings at the White
House, one of these customary expostu
lating riots was going on neither me
two doctors, nor their dispenser Audrey
Bevan, at nrst paio any neeu to iu .

But as the riot increased to propor-
tions not usually attained, Gordon Gray
left a patient and went to the door to
throw oil on the troubled waters, if oil
would suffice. If not, he was prepared
to employ a more emphatic means to
quell the commotion.

The scene was decidedly unusual.
The line of patients had been broken up
and formed itself into shifting, threaten-
ing barrier to an old woman, who was
trying to force her way in, Herhumble
apparel hod suffered in the struggle,
but she still tried to force her way,
holding aloft a letter.

Gordon Gray could see by the expres-
sion of the woman's face that she was
deaf, and that all the remonstrance of
the excited patients, also their threaten-ing-

were so many dumb motions to
her. He also saw, what the patients
did not see, that she wus not in need of
medical asaistance or advice, but was
simply the bearer of a communication
that might be of some importance.

"Now, my friends," he cried, "what
is all this riot about? Keep quiet, and
let ine see who that letter is for."

They heard his voice, and it was a
power" among them, A stillness fell
upon them, and the old woman settling
her bonnet and rearranging her shawl
with nn air of dogged triumph, was al-

lowed to come forward.
It was Mrs. Biddle, dusty, footsore,

and weary with a long tramp from the
White House to the dispensary. The
letter was for Gordon Gray, and the
direction in Mary's writing.

Gordon tore open the envelope, and
reau tne louowing nasty scrawi

"Come, my darling Gordon at once,
and bring mother with you. Aurelia is
not very well, but do not be alarmed,
Onlv come."

"What has happened now?" thought
Gordon, as he went back to the con'
suiting-roo- He laid the letter before
Doctor Jecks, and asked him what he
thought of it.

"You must go," was the quick reply.
"Your wife is not the woman to fuss
about nothing. Notwithstanding the
tone of that letter, I am sure something
serious has happened. Where is the
person who brought it?"

Gordon went out to look for her, but
Mrs. Biddle was not there. The people
outside said she had gone by the way
she came, without once looking back.

"I will attend to what is necessary
during your absence," said Doctor Jecks.
"I suppose I shall see nothing more of
vou

"I will wire," replied Gordon; "and,
say nothing to Bevan until

you hear "from me. He is not very
strong yet, and is to hear bad
news."

Gordon walked to Cambridge Heath
Gate before he could procure a hnn-so-

cab, and in a quarter of an hour he
and Mrs. Bevan were being borne swifty
towards the White House.

But when they saw a little crowd of
people in the roud, and two policemen
guarding the gate a cry burst from
Mrs. Bevan's lips.

"He has murdered my poor child,"
she moaned, and her face grew white
and haggard with a great dread.

The cab was allowed to draw un at
the gate by the people, who immediate?
ly afterwards surged round it again, to
gratify their curiosity by a sight of its
inmates.

Gordon alighted, and handed Mrs.
Bevan out. She was still trembling.
One of the officers cleared the way for
them.

"We are friends of the people who
live here," Gordon said. "What has
happened?"

"Murder, sir," was the brief reply.
Gordon turned deathly pale.
"The wife her friend "he said.
"Both ladies safe, sir, although one of

them is very ill."
"Thank Heaven!" exclaimed Gordon,

as lie drew the arm 'of Mrs, Bevan
through bis. "We can pass in, I sup-
pose?"

"Yes, sir."
They found two other policemen at

aw mothw nd butimmi nt
the house.

"I think, sir," said the officer, "that
the lady had better go upstairs first.
'Mrs. Marsh and ber friend are in one of
the rooms."

Mrs. Bevan hurried upstairs as fast
as her shaking limbs would allow, and
Gordon questioned the officer about the
events of the previous night.

"We only know that Mr. Marsh has
been shot dead," the man said; "be was
found lying in tne shrubbery i a
roughly dug grave. He had been
dragged there. We have reason to be
lieve that he was shot la the back, not
far from the frontdoor."

"But who shot Mart" I
"Well, that is what we have to And

out. Karly this morning a man called
at the police-stati- and told our In-

spector that a murder bad been com-
mitted here. It waj not the first tims,
as you may know, air."

"Yes, I remember," Gordon said,
"Oo on."

"I came down with aaoUier of tee
the man resumed, "eoo we

found the two ladles alone la the house
--one had tainted, aoi ahe'a beta ia a

hauls mx. . JfI:(HTI

Won on the railway from Jiff to
Jerusalem has beea begun, and it is

that the Um will In ia operation
by October of Mxt year.

A VERT sensible suggest ion of Mr.

Powderly that election day be mad
Labor Day, to as to insure every work-

ing auto the opportunity to vote.

A wnroow glass trust bat been organ-

ized,
I

and a man can't look out of bis
window to see a runaway horse or a
street fight without paying a tax to
great monopoly.

I
The time is at hand when the mighty

Sophomore will stalk forth at night to
seize the cowering Freshman and con-

vince him that college life has its up
and downs with the aid of a blanket.

Philadelphia genius has perfected a
device which furnishes

the victim with a cheap novel. What
would be more valuable, however.would
be a machine to protect a man from
poor fiction.

The difficulties in getting to his mis-

sion thrown in the way of Mr. Douglass
by the refusal of the commanders of
naval vessels to carry him are consider-

ably augmented by the fact that the
walking to Hayti is very bad at this
season of the year.

The death of a prize tighter soon aftei
leaving "the ring-side,- '! in St. Louis,
does not seem to deter other prize
fighters from courting a similar fate.
It is to be feared that the average slug-
ger, like the average society actress.
would welcome death for the excellence
of the advertisement.

A St. Paul man named Boorfried has
discovered t combination of chemicals
which will dissolve the hardest rock.

It is understood that the ticket-teller- s

in the theatre will spray trfs
liquid on the cheek of the man who asks
for free passes when the "Standing-Room-Only- "

sign is out.

This thing of the sauce for the goose
being also sauce for the gander entails
some very unpleasant arrangments once
in awhile. For instance, it is all right
and proper that America should forbid
Chinese immigration, but it is

d outrage when China medi
tates retaliation, as she is doing right
now.

The laundry business in New York
city is in danger of being ruined by
Chinese cheap labor. One Yung Wo, a
converted washee man, has posted on
the door of his shop the following in
scription: "The peace of the Lord
abides in this house. Washing is done
here for church members at reduced
rates."

The Browning world stands startled
and shocked at Professor Swing's lack
of faith in its prophet and poet. He says
that "Browning lacks the faculty to
make the inverted sentences which verse
demands to utter their meaning as clear
ly as the natural sentences of oratory."
The criticism is just A poet who can
not make his verse as clear as another
man's prose is a failure. Pope and
Bvron were poets, not dreamers and
mystics.

The Entire Wong family in the prov
ince of Canton, China, has declared war
against the powerful family of Lees,
Some years ago the Uakas and Buntes
engaged in a similar feudal warfare,
thousands of men and women being
killed, the war continuing until the
Hakas had almost been exterminated.
This Wong-Le- e feud is the most exten
sive one on record, and will furnish the
subject for spirited discussion in every
Chinese laundry in the United States.

Newport, Ey. is in a singular stew
over the monetary affairs of its y

clerk. He was removed some time since
for being short $1,671 in his accounts.
The citv, however, consented to com
promise with him for an even $1,000,
Now it is discovered that d uring the four
years in which be held the office he did
not draw as much pay as he was enti
tled to by over f 2,000, consequently the
boot is on the other leg, and the ques-
tion of the hour at Newport is, shall
the city prosecute the k as a de-

faulter, or shall the prosecute
the city for not carrying out iteoon- -

tracts?

William Dear Howells presents
charming contribution to one of the
most important issues of the day, social
regeneration, in his latest novel, "Annie
Kilburn." His genius has taken a new
trend in considering the social and in- -

dustrial problems of progress and pover-
ty; and his strong sympathies and intel-

lectual acumen show astonishing
the pulse animating the

spirit of the time. The highest court
of literary criticism in England have
perused this book with interest, and are
spontaneous in their commendation of
it as, the cleverest American novel in
current literature.

A Philadelphia genius has invented
tv floor for street cart which will relieve
tht conductor of the necessity of bawl--:
In out every minute or two, "Step up
in f ront," It is arranged on the tread-

mill principle, and may be moved took
war and forward by a simple devioe
ttftCy operated by the driver of the ear,

" dadia-- f upon this floor that fcrtiaate
.f-zx- fm who always refuses to flsovn

troUeaef the power to make hint-

ndo,ki from a pent Una near
' rw. wti he asaba to saaiiiaJ at

vine.
Reeled and swooned like a foolish man

drunken with wine.
And I thought 'twere delirious to die then

if di alii
Would eonie when my mouth was yet moist

with vour breath,
And these are the questions I ask day and

nizut:
Must lhv life taste but one such exquisite

delight
Would you rare if your breast were my

shelter as then?
And if you were here would vou kiss me

sgain?
.Josephine S. Hunt.

A STRANGE LOVER.

CHAPTER IX. .

DHKIINO A PIT FOR HIMSELF.

"All is not honey to vou I see." said
Hardman, enmlv. "ou were always

soft beggar with women, and I have
often wondered how vou could be indif
ferent to the charms of your wife. It
is,rather a good joke."

"1 don t tlnd it so, returned Bowley
Marsh. "Now are vou satislied?"

No," said Hardman sternly, "the
grave has been dug, and if it is not lor
your wife it is for ME."

A dead silence followed this declara-
tion, and it seemed to Mary that she
could hear the verv heart of Bowley
Marsh beating furiously, and a vision
of his face rose up before
her.

"Bowley Marsh." continued Hardman,
speaking as if every word that fell from
his mouth were a pellet of lead, "you
come here to get rid of me the only
thing that amazes me, is that you had
the pluck to think of it. Well, you
have thought of it; and now we come
to this I can't trust you any further."

"You've got a crank notion into your
bead. Seth Hardman."

"No I haven't: and it doesn't Ruit my
purpose to live with 8 man who may at
any time give me a siiot in the back.
There is only one way out of the difli-cult- y

the grave is dug, and one of us
must fill it'"

"Come, Hardman," said Marsh in a
whining tone, "don't talk nonsense."

"My proposal," replied Hardman, "is
one that would be approved of out
West. It's honorable, more honorable
than you deserve. Here are your wea-
ponsloaded. I expect; yes, every
chamber. Now then, are you ready? We
will have short range tHe width of the
grave you dug, and no more."

"Hardman, can't you go back on this
proposal'?-- '

' "I'll write you a cheque for your
share of I he money,"

"And stop it No, I'll
fettle the whole business my way. Do
you accept? If you will not I'll shoot
you as you stand, like a dog."

"Well, give me one of the popguns,"
said Marsh.

"When we reach the spot for busi-
ness," replied Hardman coolly, "and
not before. (Jo on and try no
tricks; no attempt at alarm, or I'll bring
you down."

Alter a moment's pause there was a
a movement in the room. It was Bow-

ley Marsh going slowly towards the
door. He paused there, and made an-

other appeal to Hardman.
"If you kill me," he said, "what will

vou gain by it? I've so disposed of the
money that you can't touch it; it will
go to my wife "

"To whom it in part belongs," inter-
posed Hardman. "I want none ot your
money go

Thev went out, and step by step
passed down the landing, as steadily as
two sold iers marching t ogether. Mary
could picture them in her mind's eye, as
clearly as if she were with them Marsh
going on reluctantly in front; Hard-ma-

with a hard, determined look upon
his face, following behind.

She waited until they were half-wa- y

down the stairs before opening the door:
at the same moment Aurelia came out
and confronted her. She had not yet
made any difference in her toilet.

Mary field the candlestick in her hand;
she had mechanically brought it from
the room, and its light fell full upon
her death-lik- e face.

"What hashoppened?" Aurelia asked;
"where are thev going?'

"To kill each other," replied Mary
faintly.

"Mary, you are jesting!"
"No, it is true. I can't tell you all I

have heard it is too dreadful! Oh,
Aurelia! I am more sorry for you than
ever. How shall I tell you!"

She leant against the wall and closed
her eves, nearly overcome with horror
and grief. Aurelia put her arm about
her.

"Come into my room, Mary," sbe said.
"I ought to have known that their
rough language would horrify you."

"It was not the language, but the
things I heard," said Mary. "They are
going to fight to the death! Hark!"

ine snort, snarn crauK oi a revuiver

another. The two tender women clung
fi mu-- other, terrified.

"Let us get away from this horrible
place!" said Mary wildly, "anywhere is
better than this house. Let us stay for
nothing. There tire houses not far
away, and somebody will give us shel-

ter."
Clinging to each other, they tottered

rather than walked down the stairs, In
the hall, upon a chair, were two shawls
they had worn outside that evening
after dinner. Instinctively they took
them up, and covered their heads and
shoulder.

Aurelia opened the door, and outside
all seemed dark as a tomb. From out
of this darkness there emerged the form
of a man.

It was Seth Hardman, and in his right
hand, hanging carelessly by bis side, be

till held tne revolver.
uwhaa km vnit he demanded.

aumlr.
I r They shrank back without Mawering.
Be followed thea up and closed the

. . .a i. At..
t "Go la mere, tie seta, pointing w we
dialog-roo- d make so fuse. I

v eMMttlag to mr V jo beta ba

of the Atlantic.
I say this not because I expect to reclaim

any one that has gone astray in this fear-
ful path, but bocuuse I want to utter a
warning for those who still maintain thoir
integrity. The cases of reclamation of
those who have given themselves fully up
to an impure life are so few, probably you
do not know ono of them. I have seen a
good many start out on that road. How
many havo I seen como back i Not one
that I now think of. It seems ns if the
spell of death is on them and no hu
man voice or the voice of God can
break the spell. Thoir feet are hopplud,
their wrists nro handcuffed. They havo
around them a pirdloof reptiles bunched at
me wuisb, lasienum luein to nn iron uoom;
every time they breathe the forked tongues
strike them and they strain to break away
until the tendons snap and tho blood exudes;
and amidst their contortions they cry out:
"Take mo back to my father's house.
Whero is mother!" Take ma home Tuko
mo home!"

Do 1 stand before s man v the locks
of whoso strength aro being toyed with, let
me tell you to escape lest the shears of de-

struction tuke your moral and your spirit
ual integrity. i;o you not see your sanuata
beginnineto curl on that red hot nathi
This duy in the name of Almight God I tea
oil the beautifying veil and tho embroidered
mantle ot this old hag of iniquity,
und I show vou the ulcers arid
tho bloody iclior and the canccred
lip and the parting joiuts und tho macerated
nmus and tne wriggling putrefaction, and
I cry out. Oh. horror of horrors! in the
stillness of this Sabbath hour I lift a warn
ing. Kemember it is much easier to form
bad habits than to get clear ot them; in ono
minute of time vou may get into a sin from
which all eternity cannot got you out

Oh. that the voice of God's truth miuhl
drown the voice of Delilah. Come into the
paths of peace, and by tho grace of a par-
doning God start for thrones of honor and
dominion upon which you may rolgn, rather
than travel the road to a dungeon whero the
destroyed grind in tho mills of despair,
LLKll lUeHB BUUIU UUU IUCL1 UliU

A Foolish Toad That Thought a llumble.flet Wat
fiuoil Kathig.

Tho other day as I lay in ray hum-

mock says a Summer cowespondeut, I
saw a huge toad winking and blinking
under tho large lent of a foliage plant.
He looked contented und happy and
just as if he didn't cure whether school
kept or nut. A humble-be- e cuine buz-
zing around the llowers. That toad
opened its eyes, deliberately winked
one eye at me, and then to nil appear-
ances went to sleep again. He was not
asleep, however, for tho next moment,
when the bee came a trillo nearer, ha
made a little spring, opened his coun-
tenance till I thought he would drop
iu two, there was a red Hash und tho
bee had disappeared.

1 wus just beginning to woudor where
it had gone to when I observed the
toad begin to look melancholy. I then
noticed that his white vest was puffed
out like au, alderman's. In loss time
than it takes to, tell it, ho was the most
loathsome-lookin- g toad I ever saw. He
seemed to reflect a initiuut, and theu
ho got into au attitude in whieh tha
old prints represent Nebuchadnezzar
when he was out to pasture. His big
mouth was close to the ground, while
his hind feet stood on tiptoe. Ho hud
swallowed something hot and was now
going to get rid of it by reversing the
process.

Aftor several violent efforts, during
which his whole anatomy heaved with
emotion, the troublesome Jonah was
ejected and lay on the grass before,
him. The toad wasn't winking at
me any more. Instead, he was vent-
ing looks ot rovewreful spite at the un-
fortunate author of all his troubles,
which by this time presented a sorry
appearance. Soon ho cautiously ap-
proached and, with a lightning-lik- e

movement, the boo again disappeared,
this time to slay. For a momont the
toad moved cautiously, ns it to avoid
stirring up again that burning fire be-
neath his vest, and thon, seeing that
it was all right, hopped back with nn
elated air and went to sleep under the
leaf.

"Tim" rampart! and the Statue.
At li0St there is a new story about

"Tim" Campbell, and, bettor still, a
story which "Tim" admits to be true,
says the New York Herald. It seems
that toward the end of "Tim's" term
in congress, last Fobruary, a seleot
party of his constituents visited Wash-
ington and him. Ho showed them
around in his best manner, gave them
terrapin to eat, took them to see Mr.
and Mrs. Cleveland, grncofully remark-
ing, "Me and Grove came in together
and me and Grove go out together;"
pointed out to them nil the dis-
tinguished men, and explained to them
tbe remarkable objects of art in the
oupitol. "Tim" was never "stumped,"
although the allegorical painting
troubled him a good deal, until while
visiting tho hull of statuary in the
capltol thoy arrived ut the et itue of
Fulton, contributed by the state of
New York. Fulton is represented sit-
ting In a chair oontomplnting a model
of hit steamboat, whose paddle-whe- el

stand out conspicuously.
"Who Is that, Tim r exclaimed Mi

Dovovan, the songster, "and phwat Is
he doing?"

"Tim" couldn't tell, nnd ho looiced
puzzled. All watched him with in-

terest, nnd he feltthathlswbnlo future
reputation. In tho sixth assembly district
depended upon his answer. In a
mlauto his Irish wit came to his rescue;

"Sure, I've forgot his nnmo for tha
raomoat, but I can tell yox phwat It Is,
It It the statue of the man that Invented
roller-skate- s, and that's wnn ov tbim
he has In his hand. HooP

Every on win satisfied tad the pro
osatlon moved on.

or nearest tho door of boll. When adorned ,

by grace sho reaches a point of Christian
elevation which man cannot attain, and
when blasted of crime sho sinks deeper
than man can plungo. Yet 1 am glad that
the instuncos in which woman makes utter
shipwreck of character aro comparatively
rare.

Hut, says some synical spirit, what do you
do with those words in Ecclesiastes wh'ere
Solomon says: "Heboid, this have I fouud,
saith the preacher, counting one by one to
tlnd out the account: which yet my soul
socket h, but I find not: ono man among a
thousand have found; but a woman among
nil those have i not found I" My answer is
thut if Solomon had behaved himself with
common decency and kept out of infamous
circles lie would not havo had so much
difficulty in finding integrity of character
among women ana never n ouia have uttered
such a tirade. Ever since my childhood I
have heard speakers admiring Diogenes,
the cynical philosopher who lived in a tub,
for going through tho streets of Athens in
broad daylight with a lantern, and when
asked what lie did that for, said: "I
am looking for an honest man," Now
1 warrant that that philosopher who had
such a hard time to find an honest man was
himself dishonest. 1 think ha stole both
tho lantern and the tub. So, when 1 hear a
mati expatiating on tho weaknesses of wom-
en, I immediately suspect him and say there
is another Solomon with Solomon's wisdom
left out. Still, I would not havo the illus-
trations I havo given ot transcending ex-
cellency in female biography lead you to
suppose that there are no ierils in woman's
pathway. God's grace alone can make an
Isabella Graham, or a Christine Alsop, or 4
Fidelia Fisko, or a Catherine of Siena.
Temptations, lurk about the brightest do-
mestic circle, it was no unmeaning thing
when God set up amidst the splendors pi
his word tho character of infamous De-
lilah.

Again, this strange story ot the text
loads me to consider some of the ways in
which strong men get thoir locks shorn.
God, for some reason best known to him-
self, made the strength of Samson to d

on Ihe length of his hair; when tho
shears clipped it his strength was gone. The
strength of men is variously distributed.
Sometimes it lies in physical development,
sometimes in Intellectual attainment, some-
times in heart force, sometimes in social
position, sometimes in financial accumla-lion- :

and there is always a sharp shears
ready to destroy it. Every day there are
Samsons ungiahted. I saw a young man
start iu life under the most cheering advan-
tages. His acute mind was at homo in all
scientific dominion. Ho reached no,t
only all rugged attainments, but by
delicate appreciation he could catch the
tinge of the cloud und the sparkle of the
Wave and tho diapason of lUe thunder.
He walked forth in life head and shoulders
above others in mental statue. He could
wrest lo with giants In opposing systems of
philosophy and carry oft the gates of oppos-
ing schools and smite tho enemies of truth
hip and thigh with great slaughter, lllit
ho began to tamper with brilliant freo
thinking. Modern theories of the Soul
threw over him their blandishment.
Skepticism was the Delilah that shore his
locks off, and all tha Philistines of doub
and darkness und despair wern upon him.
if o died in a very prison of unbelief, hiseyes out

Far back in the country districts, lust
whero I purposely omit to soy there vyas
born ono whoso fame will last as long as
American institutions. His nuine was tho
terror of all enemies of froe government.
Ho stood, the admired of millions; the na-
tion uncovered in his presence, and when he
spoko senates siit breathless under the spell.
The plotters against gopd government 1,
tempted to, bind hiiq with groen withes and
weave bis locks in a web, yet he walked
forth from the enthrullmcnt, not knowing
he had burst a bond. Hut tiom the wine
cup there arose a destroy I ng spi ri t that oaine
forth to capture his soul. He drank until
his eyes grew dim and his knees knooked
together and his strength failed. Exhaust-
ed with lifelong dissipations, lie went home
to dio, Ministers prououticed eloquont

and pouts, sung, and painters
sketched, and s ulptors chiseled the majes-
tic form into marble, and tho world wopt,
but everywhere It was known that It was
strong drink that cuino like the infamous
Delilah and bis locks were shorn.

From, the lhlnnd of Corsica there started
forth nature charged with unparalleled
oneirics to make thranos tremble and con-
vulse the earth. Piedmont, Naples,
Havarln, Germany, Italy, Austria and Eng-
land rose up to crusli the rising man, At
tho plungo of hit buyonots Hastlles burst
0111)11, Tho earth grounod with the agonies
of Kivoll, Austerlii, SurugiMsn nnd liyiau.
Five million men alaln In his wars, Crowns
wore showered at his foot, and kingdoms
holitcd triumphal srohoa to let him pass
under, and Europe was lighted un at the
eonilagrutlon or consuming cities. He
could almost have made a causeway of
human bones between Lisbon sad
munuuw. iiu Kiwor anart oi OfftluOO1
lent God could arrest him. Mut
out of l ho ocean of human blood there
urine aplrit In which the conqueror
found more than a match. The vara anhl.
lion that bad reeked tne world, was new to

cnaracier i loarneu some lessons, out an-
other class of lessons are before us now.

Learn first how very strong pooplo are
sometimes coaxed into groat imbecilities.
Samson had no right to reveal tho secret of
Ids strength. Delilah's first, nttompt to
find out is a failure. Ho says: ''Crcon
withes will bind me," but It w;is a failure.
Then ho says, "A now rope will hold mo,"
Out that also was a failure. Then ho says,
"Weave my locks into a web and thut will
bind me," yet that also wus a failure. But
at last you see how sho coaxed it outof him.
Unimportant actions in life that involve no
moral principle may without injury be sub-
jected to ardent persuasions, but as soon ns
you have come to the line that separates
right from wrong, no inducement or bland-
ishment ought to mako you step over it.
Supposo a man has been brought up in a
Christian household and taught sacredly to
observe tho Sabbath. Sunday comes; you
want frOBh nir. Temptation says, "Sunday
lsjust like other days :novv don t be bigoted;
wo will ride forth among the wpilts of God;
tho whole earth is his temple; wo will not
go Into any dissipations; come, now, I have
tho carriage engaged and wo shall be back
soon enough to go to church in tho evening;
don't yield to Puritanio notions; you will
be no worse for a ride in the country; the
blossoms are out and they say everything
is looking glorious." "Well, I will go to
please you," is the response. And out they
go over the street, conscience drowned in
the clatter of the swift hoofs and the rush
of the resouudiug wheels. That toniptod
man may have had moral character enough
to break tho green withos of ten thousand
Philistine alluromouts, but ho has been
overcome by coaxing.

Two young men passing down this stroot
come opposite a drinking saloon with a red
lantern hung out from tho door to light
mon to perdition. Let us go In,," says one.
"No, I won't," says the other; "I never go
to such placos."' "Now, you don't say you
are as weak as that. Why, I have been go-

ing there for two years and it hasn't hurt
me. Como, come now, bo a man. If you
can't stand anything stronger, tuko a little
sherry. You need to ste the world as it is.
I don't behove in intemperance any more
than you. 1 can stop drinking just when I
want to. You shall go. Now, como right
along," Persuasion has conquered. Sam-
son yields to the coaxing and there is carni-
val in hell that night among the Philistines
and thoy shout. "Hnl ha! We've got him."
Those who havo the kindest and most sym-
pathetic natures are the most in danger.
Your very disposition to please others will
be the very trap tbey sot. If you were
cold and harsh and severe in your nature
J'ou would not bo tampered with. Poople
never fondle a hedgehog. Tho most senti-
mental (jreonlander never kisses nn Ice-
berg. The warmth and susceptibility of
your naturo will encourage the siren.
Though strong as a giant, look out for
Delilah's solssors. Samson, tho strongest
man who ever lived, was overcome by
coaxing.

Again, this narrative teaches us e
power of an ill disposed woman, in tho
portrait gallery of Hible queens we find
Abigail and Ituth und Miriam and Vashtt
end Deborah, but in the rogues' gallery of
a police station you tlnd tho pictures of
Women as wall as men. 'Delilah's picture
belongs to the rogues' gallery, but xho had
mora power than all Pblllstiu armed with
sword and spear, bha could carry oil tlm
Iron gates of Samson's resolution as easily

he shouldered tha gates o( (Ina. Tho?,s that had killed the lion which one day
plunged out tierce from tho thicket utterly
sucoumha to the silken not which Hellluli
Weaves for the giant. Ho who had driven
an army In riotous retreat with the blench-
ed Jaw bone, smiting them hip and thigh
with great slaughter, now tails oaptlve at
the feat of an unworthy woman, Dolllah
in the Bible stands In the memorable com-
pany of Adah, and Zlllah, ahd Huthshoua,

nd vebel, and Atbnllnh, und Herodlas,
Haw dcplnrabln the inlluonce of inch In

contrast with Kobouca ana Phwbo and
Huldnh and Tryphonn and Jenthn's daugh-
ter sod Mary, tho mother of ,(ems. Whllo
tho latter glitter In the lirinnncnt of Uod's
word Ilka oanstollstlnns with atnadv,
cheerful, boly light, the former shoot lllio
baleful meuiors somas the terrlllc heavens,
ominous of war, disaster and death. If
there Is a divine power in the good mother,
iisr face bright with purity, ard unsolllah
lave beaming from hvr eyo,u eenllnnusi
that by pangs end sufferings ami holy nnxl-Ue- i

has been mellowing and sofmulni fur


